THOMAS   LODGE

Here on earth nothing is stable,

Fortune's changes well are known ;

Whilst as youth doth then enable,
Let your seeds of joy be sown.
After death when you are gone
Joy and pleasure is there none.

Feast it freely with your lovers,

Blithe and wanton sports do fade,
Whilst that lovely Cupid hovers

Round about this lovely shade.

Sport it freely one to one.

After death is pleasure none.

Now the pleasant spring allureth,

And both place and time invites;

But alas what heart endureth

To disclaim his sweet delights?
After death, when we are gone
Joy and pleasure is there none.

T. LODGE

From Phillis, 1593
Love guards the roses of thy lips,
And flies about them like a bee j
If I approach, he forward skips,
And if I kiss, he stingeth me.
Love in thine eyes doth build his bower,
And sleeps within their pretty shine;
And if I look, the boy will lower,
And from their orbs shoots shafts divine*
Love works thy heart within his fire,
And in my tears doth firm the same.
And if I tempt it, will retire,
And of my plaints doth make a game*